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dent of the Chase National Bank, are also
strongly on the ascendant. They are
democratice, yvet they are at nohody’'s hoeek
and eall,

A. Barton Hepburn is the most inde-
pendent national banker in New York,
He visits less than any other financier,
When he has any dealings with others he
lets them know that if they want to come
and talk it over he will be glad to see them;
if not, they can stay at home, [t i§ re-
lated that one day a rather important por-
sonage went to see Mr., Hepburn, and
overstayed lis weleome.  One or two
hints that it was time for the visitor to go
having missed fire, Mr. Hepburn uneere-+
moniously left his desk. Five minutes, ten
minutes, fifteen minutes passed, and then
the uneasy finaneier made inguivies.  He
was told Me. Hepburen had gone to luneh!

The richest banker in Ameriea attends
seores of directors’ meetings, but rarely
calls upon individuals. ‘The name of our
richest banker is not Morgan, not Still-
man, not Sehiff, not Speyer, not Seligman,
but George I, Baker, controller of the
IPirst National Bank, and an active mem-
her of more direetorates of importance
than any other man living. He frater-
nized with the elder J. P. Morgan on most
intimate terms, hut he keeps so much in
the baekground that his name rarely
reaches newspaper eolumns.  An attempt
was made hy the Pujo "Money Trust”
Committee to paint him as an arch-con-

VERYTHING considered. Monte

should have heen glad at the reve-

lation Beatrice made to him, If

Peter were in love with Marjory
and she with Peter—why, it solved his
own problem, by the simple proecess of
elimination, neatly and with despateh.
All that remained for him to do was to
remove himself from the awkward triangle
as soon as possible. He must leave Mar-
jory free, and Peter would look after the
rest. No doubt a divoree on the grounds
of desertion could be easily arranged; and
thus, by that one stroke, they two would
be made happy, and he—wall, what the
devil was to heecome of him?

The answer was obvious. It did not
matter a pieayune to any one what he-
came of him. What had he ever done to
make his life worth while to any one? He
had never done any particular harm, that
was true; but neither had he done any
particular good. It is the positive things
that eount, when a man stands before the
judgment-seat; and that is where Monte
stood on the night Marjory ecame back
from Cannes by the side of Peter, with
her eyes sparkling and her cheeks flushed
as if she had come straight from Eden.

They all dined together, and Monte
grubbed hungrily for every look she
vouchsafed him, for every word she tossed
him. She had been more than ordinarily
vivacious, spurred on partly by Beatrice
and partly by Peter. Monte had felt him-
self merely an onlooker. That, in faet,
was all he was. That was all he had been
his whole life.

He dodged Peter this evening to escape
their usual after-dinner talk, and went to
his room. He was there now, with his
face white and tense.

E had been densely stupid from the
first, as Beatrice had informed Lim.
Any man of the world ought to have sus-
pected something when, at the first sight
of Peter, she ran away. She had never run
from him. Women run only when there
is danger of capture, and she had nothing
to fear from him in that way. She was
safe with him, She dared even come with
him to escape those from whom there
might be some possible danger. Until
now he had been rather proud of this—as
if it were some honor. She had trusted
him as she would not trust other men. It
had made him throw back his shoulders
—dense fool that he was!
She had trusted him because she did
not fear him; she did not fear him
because there was nothing In him to
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spirator with Morgan to control and to
throttle at will American finanee. Yot
Baker is one of the meckest of men, the
very antithesis of hiz old ¢hum Morgan
He is perhaps the only banker that yonng
Morgan does not mind honoring with a eall,

The telephone often helps 1o hridge
over delicate points of otiquette,  Two
financiers of about equal importance niay
e interested in oan enterprise.  Thoy
know they must talk it over. Yot neither
wanls to go more than half way in meoet-
ing the other. No. 1 feels that No, 2
should take the initiative by coming to
see him, No. 2 says to himself; "Let
No. 1 come to see me; my time is as valu-
able as his.™  Day after day a deadlock is
threatened,  Then, when action can no
longer be delayed, one will unhook his
te'ephone, eall up the other, and ask,
“What about so-and-s0?"  After o litile
polite sparring a compromise may he
agreed upon in the form of making a

luncheon date at the Bankers' Club.
Honors are thus even!
The great railroad huoilder, the late

(. P. Huntington, took a novel view of
the subjeet of visiting. *I prefer 10 go
and see any man I have husiness with,
because I can get up and leave the mo-
ment I have said all 1 want to say,
whereas, when another man comes to see
me, | can’t always 1ell him to get ot
when I have heard all T want to hear,”
Mr., Huntington used to say.

Not so with Hareiman,  His attitnde
toward eyven the higeest of Hnaneicrs lat-
terly beenme regal. He delighted to order
others around —and the bigger the man
the more he enjoved doing the bossing.
His actions beeame <o imperious that a
newspaper onee printed a cartoon repre-
senting Harriman as a schoolmaster, with
such men as 1. 1% Morgan, James J. Hill,
Jacoh . Sehilf, James Stillman, and
George 19 Baker meek and mild pupils
cowering under the autoeratic teacher.
Mr. Harriman was more incensed over
this earicature than over any eriticism
over published.

What Morgan Called Harriman

LOR years there was bitter enmity be-

tween the Hharriman and Morgan=T1H1
Morvgan  persisted i regarding
Harriman as an ups=tart, as an anserupi-
lous specnlator in railroads.  After the
famons fight for control of the Northern
Pacitie, during whieh the stoek of that

forees,

radlrond skyveoeketod o STO00 0 share,
hoth Morgan and  Hll eame 1o have
greater respeet for *Kd's" abilities. The
indications hefore Harriman  dicd  wepe

that he and Morgan had planned to work
hand in glove,

The throwing into bankruptey of the
Erie Railroad was all eut and dricd when,
Just before the papers were signed, Har-
riman swooped down and stopped the
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her first taste of freedom.

ONTE COVINGTON, an American, thirty-two years old, meets in Paris an old
friend, Marjory Stockton, twenty-eight, just come into a fortune, and having
This is marred somewhat by admivers offering marringe.

To get rid of these AMonte proposes that Marjory marey him for protection and as o

camarade do voyage, with no further ollig

his offer. They go through the marriage ser

Marjory's maid, Marie, and a chaufTeur,

at Nice, und go to Monte's fayvorite Haotel des Roses,
walk on the quay, and later Marjory starts out to join him,
{’“E‘-u.m“. meets Peter Noyes and his sister Beatrice, from New York.

Marjory's refusal to marry
impaired his eyesight,

1 on the part of either.  Mariory aceepls
vice, and start onan automobile teip, taking
In this way, perfect comrades, they arrive
After dinner Monte goes out to
On her way she unex-
Poter, following

v him a year earlier, had overworked and huwd seriously
He is temporaril

blind,  Marjory allows the brother and

sister to think she is traveling alone and says she is stopping at the Hotel 4" Angleteree,

To this hotel she moves that evening, registering under her maiden namoe,

Next

morning she tells Monte that her meeting with Peter and Beatriee filled her with

shame at her false position, and says she will stay at the Angleterre,

Later, when

Beatrice inquires about Mrs, Covington, whose name is on the Hotel des Roses

register, Monte tells her his wife has been called away.

He becomes foud of Peter,

and plans automobile trips for Peter, Marjory, and Beatrice, ravely going himself,
Peter confldes to Monte a hopeless love affair witheut mentioning Marjory's name.
Beatrice, whose sympathy for her brother is intense, one day plans a téte=i-1éte for

Peter and Marjory by declining to join them on one of their trips,
she meets Monte, and launches into a eulogy of Peter,

Going out to walk,
She speaks of lis terrible

disappointment, and tells Monte that fate has brought the woman in the case to them.
Monte is mystified at her talk, until Beatrice says, “Why, he's with her now,”

fear. 1t was not that he
decent than other men: it was merely
hecause he was less of a man.  Why, she
had run even from Peter—good, honest,
conscientious  Peter, with the heart
and the soul and the nerve of a man.
Peter had sent her seurrving hefore him
beeause of the great love he dared to have
for her. Peter challenged her to take up
life with him—to buck New York with
him. This was after he had waded in
himself with naked fists, man-fashion.
That was what gave Peter his right.
Monte had a grandfather who in '49
crossed the plains. A picture of him
hung in the Covington house in Philadel-
phia. The painting revealed stecl-gray
e¢yes and, even below the heard of re-
spectability, a mouth that in many ways
was like Peter's. Montague Sears Cov-
ington—that was his name; the name
that had been handed down to Aonte.
The man had shouldered a ritle, fought his
way across deserts and over mountain
paths, had risked his life a dozen times a
day to reach the unknown El Dorado of
the West. He had done this partly for a
woman—a slip of a girl in New York
whom he left behind to wait for him.
Monte, in spite of his ancestry. had
jogeed along, dodging the responsibilitics
—the responsibilities that Peter Noyves
rushed forward to meet. He had doekad

Was  nore

even love, even fatherhood, Like any
quitter on the gridiron, instead of tackling
low and hard, he had side-stepped. He
had seen Chic in agony, and because of
that had taken the next bhoat for Mar-
seilles.  He had turned tail and run. He
had seen Teddy, and had run to what he
thought was safe cover. I he paid the
cost after that., whose the fault? The
least he could do now was to pay the
cost like o man,

Here was the salient neeessity (o pay
the cost like a man. Thero must be no
whining, no regretting, no side-stepping
this time, He must make her free by sur-
rendering all his own vights, privileges,
and title, He must turn her over to
Peter, who had played the game. He
must do more: he must see that she woent
ta Peter,

EATRICE had asked him to use his

influenee, 1t was slight, pitifully slight,
but he must do what he could. He must
plan for them, deliberately, more sueh
opportunities as this one he had planned
for them unconsciously to-day. e must
give them more chances to he together,
He had looked forward tolinyving hreakfast
with her in the moming,  He must give up
that.  He must keep himself in the haok-
ground while he was here, and then, at
the vight moment, get out altogether,

Morgan game,  Before ten o'clock one
morning he put up $3L0000000 out of his
own pocket, and lator spent more millions
in what beenme known all over Xmerien
and Kurope as } Harri-

“saving the Erie”
man aimed at gaining a foothold in Now
York Central, one of the two pet ronds of
Morgran —Now Haven was the other, Mor-
ran was compelled to recognize the power
of Harviman, and had Harriman lived a
vear or two longer American railrowd his-
tory would have taken a different eurve,

Finanecial efiquetie provides that rail-
roid  presidents visit hankers, not viee
versi,  Swmmuel Rea,  president of  the
Pennsylvania Railvoad, comes to the city
and steps into Kuhling, Loch & Cods when-
ever important finaneing has 1o he ap-
ranged,  Young Cornclins Vanderhilt is
another frequent Kuho=Looh ealler, The
Vanderhilts ave also visitors to Morgan's,
Daniel Willard, the foreeful president of
the Baltimore & Ohio, may he seen enter-
ing both Kuohn-Loeh's and  Speyer &
Company's any alternoon,  The hillieal
decree, “I'he bhorrower is servant 1o the
lender, ™ holds good in Wall Street, The
fellow who holds the purse steings has thoe
whip hand.  Heads of groat  eadleosd
and industeinl corporations never think
of telling their bankers to come wind  tallk
things over; instead, they go and talk
things over.

In Wall Street it is essentinlly teoe that
“money talks.”

Technieally, he must desert Lo, e
must make that supremo saereifice, At
the moment when Le stood reads to ehal-
lenge the world for her—at the moment
when his heart within him burnod to faco
for her all the dangers from which e had
v —at that point he must relinguish
even this privilege, and with smiling lips
pose before the world and hefore hor as a
quitter. He must not oven use the de-
serter's prerogative of running. He nnst
leave her cheerfully and jauntily—as the
care-free ass known to her and 1o the
warld as just Monte,

TPHE scorn of those words stung Lim

white with helpless passion.  She had
wished him always to be just Monte, he-
cause she thought that was the best thore
was in him.  Assueh e was at least harni-
less —a good-natured ehmp 1o be trustod
to do no harm, if he did no good. The
grandson of the Covington who had faeed
thirst and hunger and sudden death for
his woman, who had won for her a fortune
fighting against other strong men, the
grandson of a man who had tackled life
like a man, must sacrifice his one chanee
to allow this ancestor to know his own
as a man, He could have met him ehin
up with Madame Covington on his arm.
Ho had that chanee onee.

How cver had he missed it?  He sat
there with his fists elenehod hetween his
knees, asking himself the question over and
over again.  He had known her for more
than a decade.  As a school givl he had
seen her at Chie’s, and now ten years lnter
he saw that even then she had within her
all that she now had. That elear, white
forehead had been there then: the black
arched brows, the thin, straight nose, and
the mobile lips.  He eaught his bhreath as
ho thought of those lips.  Her exes, too—
but no, a ehange had taken place there.
He had always thought of her eyes as cold
—as impenetrable. They were not that
now.  Onee or twice he thought he hind
seon into them a little way, Onee or twice
they had been like windows in a long=
closed house, suddenly flung open upon
warm rooms filled with Howers, 1t made
him dizzy to remember those moments.

He paced his room.  In another week
or two, if he had kept on,—if Peter had
not come,—he might have boen admitted
further into that house. He squared his
shoulders.  If he fought for his own even
now-—if, man against man, he challenged
Peter for her—he might have a tighting

chance, Was not that his right? In New:’

York, in the world outside New York,

.



